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gentleman is capable of, she felt that she must
speak to him, wisdom, folly, or no.

* Is it not wonderful to be present at such a
moment? *

He turned and saw a modest, stout little body
in a white gown. As he greatly preferred modest
and simple people to any other, he smiled like
a brother and gave a little bow.

* It is indeed, madame.'

He turned his eyes back to Wellington and
Bliicher. She did not venture any more, but
she pulled Warren away to a little distance and
whispered in a voice husky with excitement:

4 I have just spoken with Mr. Walter Scott.*

She was so happy and Warren was so happy
that they were united in this hour more than they
had ever been. For some weeks she had been look-
ing after him, and he had needed her so; she had
grown as a sister, as a mother, fonder and fonder
of him. And he was someone to be fond of.
She had not known that he had so tender and
gentle a nature, one so honest and sincere. And
in knowing him better she perceived a new and
a better side of the Herries character, something
more generous, easy, and kind. Francis had had
that strain, Maria and Carey had some of it, even
Pomfret and Rose. If only their wretched
ridiculous family quarrels did not obscure it!

She said to Warren one day:

4 Although you are but quarter Herries you are
the right quarter! You are what we all ought to be I'

He flushed with pleasure.

* You can say that when yourself------*
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